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The 1' rage cue 0 / nauuci 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteiles away » 

My father in his habit as he liu’d, , 

Looke where he goes, euen now out at the portall. Extt 
Ger. This is the coy nage of your bratne, 

This bodilefl’e creation, extafie is very cunning m 

Ham.Uy pulfe as yours doth temperatly keepe time. 
And makes as healthfull mufick, it is not madneffe 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teft. 

And the matter will re word, which madneffe 
Would gambole from, Mother for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vn&ion to your foule 
That not your trefpaffe but my madneffe fpeakes. 

It will but skin and filmc the vlccrous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeene : confeffe your felfe to heauen. 

Repent what’s paft, auoid what is to come, 

And doe not fp read the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker, forgiue me this my venue. 

For in the fatneffe of thefe purfie times 
Vertueitfclfeof vice mu^ft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet ! thou haft cleft my hart in twainfc. 

Ham 7 O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, butgoe not to my Vncles bed, 

Affume a venue if you haue it nor. 

That monftcr cuftome, whaall fence dotbeate 
Of habits DeuiU, is Angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of a&ions faire and good. 

He like wife giues a Frock or Liuerie 
That aptly is put on to refraine night. 

And that (hall lend akind of eafineffe 
To the next abftinence, the next more caffe t 
For vfe almoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

Arid matter the Deuill, or throw him out 

With wondrous potencie ;once more good night. 

And when you are defirous to be blelt, 

He bleffing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
I doe repent j but heauen hath pleas- ditfo 
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fprtnceof Denmarkc. 

To puniflj me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

I will beftow him and will anfwer well 
The d each I gaue him; fo againe good night 
I muft be crucll onely to be kind. 

This bad begiris, and worfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Ladie. 

Ger. What /hall I doe ? 

Ham. Not this by no meanesthat I bid you doe, 

Let the blowt King tempt you agarne robed. 

Finch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a pairc of reechiekiffes, 

Orpadlingin your nccke with his damn’d Angers. 

Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That I c Hen n ally am not in madneffe, 

But road in craft, t’werc good you let him know. 

For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 

Would from a paddack, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deere conferuings hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in defpight of fence and fecrecic, 

Vnpcg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let the birds flie, and like the famous Ape, 

To try eonclu : ons in the basket creepe, 

And breakeyour owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou affur’d, if words be made of breath. 

And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that, 

Ger. Alack I had forgot/ 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham.lbet s letters feal d,& my two fchool-fellowes, 

. Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d. 

They bearethe Mandate ,thcy muft Iweepcroy way 
And mar/hall me to knauery : let it workc, 

For tis the fportto haue the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar, an’t (hall goe hard 
But I will delue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis moft fweet 

When in one line two crafts direftly meet, 

• : I » This 
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